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“ After a seaside tour brimful of adventures and escapades, Poor Pa has at length collapsed off Aberystwyth. If Dad was aman of average calibre, it is 
doubiful whether he could pull through. But, unfortunately, though, Sor his enemies, he is a man that always arises to the occasion, even if he does not, as 
a rule, arise from his bed until eleven o’clock in the morning. He is, therefore, with the assistance of the ‘ Tootsie Belle’ and several of the ‘ Friv.’ 
yirls, almost convalescent, and may be expected in London on Monday or Tuesday next.”’—Tootsis. 


THE AGES OF LOVE.—(Concluded.) MURDEROUS MORGANS. 


— 


One Edward Morgan was invited by Mr. Rees Morgan, of 
Lanvabon, in the winter of 1756, to spend the Christmas 
holidays at his house. He had partaken of the first day's 
festivities and retired to share the bed of a young man, 
Mr. Rees Morgan's apprentice, but no sooner had he laid 
his head a the silane than, to use his own expression, 
“The devil whispered to him te get up and murder the 
whole family, and he determined to obey.” 

He first made an attempt on his bed-fellow, but he 
struggled so far as to effect his escape and hide himself, 
He then got a knife which “he sharpened on a stone as 
deliberately as a butcher sharpened his steel!’ Thus pre- 
mred, he crept stealthily to the bedrooms of his host and nN 
hostess and their daughter, and cut their throats in their 
sleep. Not satistied, however, with these deeds of blood, 
he seized a tire-brand and proceeded to the barns and out- 
houses, setting tire to them all, and then, after plundering 
it, set tire tu the dwelling-house. The barn was full of corn, 
and twelve head of cattle perished in the thimes, The 
apprentice, who had escaped, gave evidence, and the pleasant 
Christmas guest was hanged in April, 1757, 

A somewhat similar case may be here appropriately 
related : 

One night in March, 1779, the inhabitants of Narbeth, a 


“What AT 40 TRANS. At 50 YEARS, AT 70 YRARS. 4 . ‘ 
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turnpike gate. Refore they could render assistance the house was 
nearly razed to the ground, and nothing was to be seen of the 
family who had lived there, On examining the ruins, the remains 
of the owner, an old man, were found on a bench in a leaning 
posture, but so much burnt that it was impossible to determine 
whether he had been first murdered or had perished in the flamer, 

Proceeding in their search the next unhappy victim they found 
was his niece, described as a fine young woman, of about thirty 
years of age, whose body lay across the feet of a half-burnt 
vedstead. with a leg broken and an arm missing. Among the ruins 
of another room was discovered the body of a labouring man, much 
burnt, bat with a large wound at the back of his head, from which 
much blood had issued; and the servant-woman, who was very 
strong and stout, was alse found dead at the doorway of one of the 
rooms, with several deep wounds in the head, and her hair clotted 
with blood, Her body wax net se much bruised as the others, and 
hear her was found “a large kitchen spit, half-bent, with which it 
was conjectured she had opposed the murderers.” for there could 
be no Henke that all this had been the horrible work of some 
persons who, for the sake of plundering the house, had massacred 
its inhabitants, and had then tired the premises to conceal their 
crime, 

So horrible a deed naturally excited universal attention, and 
every means were tuken to secure the assassins, A man nat 
Morris, » lazy, worthless character, who had been already in 
custody on other charges, was apprehended on suspicion of being 
concerned in the atfair, but he effectually put an end to all hopes 
of eliciting anv information from him by throwing himself intoa 
coal pit, in spite of the efforts of the constables, in whose care he 
was, to restrain him, aud his mangled remains were afterwards 
found at the bottom, . 

At lengthy suspicion fell on Morgan Phillips, who reluctantly 
confessed that he and Morris had committed this most horrible 
crime. and that after murdering the family, from whom they met 
with great. resistance, they had set fire to the farm, after seizing all 
the valuable property, to prevent discovery. 

He was hanged at Haverfordwest, 

(Neat week, * A Horse-Stealer.” ) 
—EE——E 


Bak GARDNIN. 

For 2 ours mean Billiam the B.S. av bina sittin in the cole seller 
4 pittchy darknes indevrin to think ow the gurl nex dore iss to be 
dispose of, 

We av knash the i tooth without avale. 

(New weak, “ The Deed.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


*.* Correspondents wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stam ped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not incluse loose stamps. 


Bravo, Tor, you're quitea corker, Try again, most noble BoB. 
By your letter JUMBLE JUMBO, We should say you're but a snob, 
All right, Cissin,we're agrecable, But to Dick we say, “ Oh, no!" 
There ave others than this babeiet Whe are p'r'apa more in the 
gare, TOMMY, you must dry up quickly, Orwell hare a shut at 
you, Know you that our friends are many, But our enemies are 
few, No, thanks, RUTH, we don't require it, JACK, you'll find it 
will not pay. Our advice is, MABEL, darling, Try again another 
day. 
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NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—#£150 


Will be paid ta the next-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted ), who shall happen to meet 
with his or her death in a Ltailway Accident ta the Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF- 
HOLipay” be found upon the Deevased at the time of the Accident, 
“ALLY Stopen's HALE-HOLIDAY” is published taronghout. the 
United Kingdom ecery Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
Jollowing Wednesday morning. 
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JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


—>— 


Bossleigh, Yes, 1 reckon my shooting costs me close on two 
thousand a year, 

Acquaintance, Indeed! but—er—excuse me, isn't that rather a 
large sum for sucha small screrge? 

Bossleigh, Oh, it doesu’t all go in rent, rou know : there's the 
compensation charges on the keepers and beaters 1 manage to pot— 
that I'm reckoning in too, ** 


Peter Pringle, 1 say, don't you know when I bought this hoss, 
you ate don’t you know, that he was fast, and he—er—er—won't 
goutall, 

Caper, Reg your pardon, sir; I said that sometimes he was very 
fast, and so he is—asleep. ee 

s 


Tur publisher said to the author, “ You've written 
Such wildly improbable things in vour tale 

That T really can’t toke it. The public of Britain 
Against such a mountain of whoppers would rail!" 


So the anthor went home with his serial story, 
And a few pious sentiments into it placed, 
Then he offered the stutt to the Christian's Glory, 
Whose editor, proud of it, bought it with haste! 
zs 2 


* 
Diner (angrily). Look here, yon know you say “No waiting” 
on vour bills, and here have [been kept over half-an-hour fora chop. 
Proprictor, Well, that’s all right, sir; there is no waiting to 
epenk of. I attend to all the customers myself ; can’t afford to 
keep anybody to do it. e* 
* 


Mr. Brown, That fellow Singleton doesn't seem to pay any 
attention to his personal appearance, His buttons are all off and 
he's nearly in rags. 

Mra. Brown, e's nobody but himself to blame for it. 

Mr, Jsrourn, What do you mean, my dear? 

Mrs. Brown (smiling sircetly), Why, my dear, as he is a single 
man he can’t very well blame his wife for it, can he? 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By 


Miss Sloper. 


Ne, 596.—The “Ilfracombe Bathing” Costume. 


“Oh, Jehoshaphat! I've just trod 
on my favourite corn. J thought I 
should repent visiting London 


“Doyov thick the play a success?” “ Decided 
plain, do.'t sou know.” 


“Look here, chappie, you've been AUT 
popping away at me long enougii, 
now I'm going to have my turn.” 


Mrs. Mulligan says, “ Whoi be be- 
hoind the toime, when, wid Mike's 
ould coliar and a couple of pilly-cases 
vecan bein the hoight of fashion ?” 


Ne 
Ny not’ The heroine is so 


HORS—AUTHENTIC, 
No. 76.—Kunight. 


LGaturday, September 28, 1295, 


Overheard in Thames Street. 
Country Mouse, Which bet'way to Billingagit Maarket, maarst,.; 


Town Mouse, Keep straight along till you r 
the most swe’, at ints the market. come to where the,. 


How old ought a wife to be before she gives up sitting on }, 
husband's lap ’—Why, when on the first occasion she finds out tt o 
there's no room because someone else is seated there. se 


s 
Muggins, What makes these foreign cigars so much 
sive t 4 the British ones? more expen. 
Ingenuous Tobacconist, 1 should eay it's the freight. sir, \ 
see, they have to be sent out to Cuba, and then branded an: 
k here, and it all costs money, don t it, sir? 


By 


Pen 
Vsent 


s 
AT uttering swear-word, oath, and cuss, 
The world’s inhabitants grow wuss; 
But there's ne'er a creature known to us 
In this fin de siécle latter day 
Who can let such hideous language fall— 
Who can use such terrible words withal— 
As the corner man with a coster’s stall, 
When the wild rain rains on Saturday ! 


Jack. via ae Jim! what are you doing here? waiting for your 


rida 2 . 
Jim, Well, old man, I admit I'm waiting for U e 
She's’ kept me here over an hour. already. Peron aN 


s 
First Cricketer, Should you call young Extras a good bow|er, 


now 
Second Cricketer, Well, hardly, but you can't deny he’s one wit}, 
a“ wide” experience. *° 


THE cannibal chief was dead, and the kind-hearted missionary 
had been asked by the dear departed’s wives to write a suitable 
itaph. The om | man sat up all night trying to think out ono 
ot eran ae otenes, — tte only with ba grey dawnin: 
t e upon the ne was accordingly i ibed uv 
the eombikone’ : “He Igved his fellow men.” ean 
ss 
s 
Mra. Jawkins. Mrs. Pioneer Bloomer was boasting last ni::\ 
that she was a self-made woman. I call it sickening, don't you! 
Mrs. Mawkins, Well, 1 don't know. There's a good deal of trit); 
in it, at all events as far as her complexion, figure, and eyebrows 
go. ee 
s 


Proser, Yes,in my opinion, one can always tell a man's character 
by his boots. 

Lightly, H'm, that’s very awkward. 

Proser, Awkward? 

Lightly. Yes, just think how often he must get his character 
blackened. ** 


Chaffer. Hullo, there goes old Quackby. By the way, how 
seldom you see a doctor really appropriately dressed. 
Chops dD * think 80 ; byt what a ee ccemeaee @ proper suit! 
affer. y 3 6e ‘un (surgeon). Twig 
-” *.* [Aad still he lices, 


THE verses of Jones as Byronic might pass, 
And the drawings of Brown are the smartest : 
But Woman (who rules all creation, alas !) 
la a foe to the Bard and the Artist. 


And the twain against Woman irately declaim. 
And would find a fierce pleasure in killin’ her : 
For her *“ poems” she buys from the dressmaking dame, 


And her sweet “ artists’ dreams” from the milliuer! 
ss 


s 
Wagqs. Oh, yes, he’s quite = celebrity, 1 assure you. Woke ww 
one morning and found himself famous ; got his name in half the 
Mad in England. 
Wiggs. ial How was that? 
Waggqs. Uh ! he'd written a testimonial to some soap makers, an'! 
they published it. *\* 


Innocent Little Darling. 1 was just thinking, Mr. Shiman, what 
a funny thing a nice young man ia. 

Mr. Shiman, Indeed, Miss Testing, and may IJ ask why? : 

Innocent Little Darling. Why, when he comes too eluse toa si" 
he is said to go too far, if he passes his arm behind her waist he '- 
called forward, and if he gives one kiss he is said to take a liberty. 
and, oh! Mr. Shiman, how could you do such a thing? Oh, no: | 
au not angry. *,° [No card: 


Bookie (after a win), 1 say, my dear, let's have a bottle of chan. 
here, sharp, 
Barmaid. Dry, sir? d 
Bookie. Dry? 1 should think I was, like a bally lime kiln. 
ss 


s 
“WE most of us find it easy enough to run into debt, but w 
may consider ourselves uncommonly lucky if we are able to craw! 
out of it."— Extract from SLOPER'S “ Reflections,” vol. 2. 
ss 


First Man. Doesn't your wife ever say anything to you when 
you get home late. 
Second Man. Not a word? 
First Man, By Jove! I should like a wife like that. ; 
Second Man, Well, it's easy enough. Marry a mute like I did. 
ss 


* ’ 
Snipper. What an excellent undertaker De Boozer would make: 
Snapper. Why? nae 
Snipper, Because he carries his bier so well, That's his -ix 
teenth glass and he’s as steady as a rock, 
se 


s 
Nort alone are the dames of the Valley of Tears 
In devising vagaries of fashion, 
Since for y-tattooing our peers, it appears, 
Have conceived an inordinate passion. 


And, in alley and slum, soon this poem will come, 
While the mother to baby is cooing : . 
“Thank Heaven, pretty dear, that your dad's not 


@ pecr, wen 
For it saves you the pain of tattooing ! 
se 


s 
Mrs. A. Do you like piano organs? 
Mrs. B. | don't mind them, but my husband raves over them. 
Mrs. A. Really? Mine gets mad with them and swears awfu!!:. 
Mre. B. That's what I mean. os 


s 
Jones, I consider bicycle-riding particularly healthy. 
Smith, 1 don't. 
Jonea, Why, you don't ride. F as 
Smith. I know, but my nerves are in such a horrible condition 
that the sound of a bell makes me jump a yard, 
een 
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Saturday, September 28, 1885.) 
TOOTSIE AT ILFRACOMBE. 


——— 


1.FrACOMBE for the most part, we read, in the last years of 
the last century, consisied of an irregular street ubout a mile long, at 


Almost drowned. 


the upper part of which was a church—“a large, plain structure 
remarkable for nothing.” 

“The Britannia Inn,” says a guide book of the times, “has good 
accommodations, and the ng-houses are very convenient, while 
the persons who keep them are at once reasonable in their c' es 
and obliging in their behaviour.” 

Happy Ilfracombe of the past! The charges are high enough at 
some a its lodging-houses nowadays, and all the landladies are not 
too obliging. 

We read again, “ There are several genteel families in the town 
and neighbourhood, so that of late years it has become a fashion- 
uble place of resort in the summer months.” 

It seems to have been a very quiet, if not dull, place in those times, 
as may be judged by this panarens : 

“A coach gues two or three times a week to Barnstaple, a en! 
nandsome borough town, where there are weekly assemblies a 
summer theatre.’ 

1 wonder what the company then would, if they could but see it 
say to the Ilfracombe of to-day? Many of the old houses till 
stand, but hundreds of new, handsome buildings have arisen, and 
some large and 
fairly good hotels, 
which, by-the-way, 
on the occasion o! 
our visit, were all 
full, 

An admirer of 

modern Ilfracombe 
has said, “We lack 
the sad dignity of 
Torquay, or the sub- 
dued gentility of 
Teignmouth; but 
we turn up the nose 
of Ilfracombe at the 
high jinks of its 
spraw ing neigh- 
hour, Weston- 
super-Mare, We 
stand half-way per- 
haps between the 
elegant roysterin, 
of Scarborough an 
the reckless sim- 
rely ao us 
xuy, of Swanage.” 
_ We have been en- 
joying ourselves, 
ufter our well-known fashion, and I am delighted this is the 
last week of our seaside holiday. 

We went for a row in a boat, and pecs bd we should have been 
drowned. We collected seaweed and pebbles and shells, and threw 
them away again. We scrambled up rocks, We went for a picnic, 
and Tottie was stung by a wasp. 

The poor Dook Baook has fallen on to bad times. He received 
the news that his one solitary tenant had managed to set fire to 
Tumbledown Towers, and the place was not insured. When Bob 
and 1, the other morning, were attending church parade we met 
him, and he was so awfully shabby we were obliged to look another 
way. Bob speaks of using his influence to obtain his employment 
in the Sandwich-board Brigade. 

We are packed up and ready to start for the station. The only 
thing now necessarv is to pay the bill, and Bob, who went out 
carly fishing, nas not returned, 

* 


Time has rolled by. 


2 e ° « * 2 
More time has done ditto. We shall never be able to catch the 
{ein ve were to have by. Lardi suggests a glass of sherry. 
ie all have giasses of sherry. Billy says he feels like = blecult. 
WV e ail have biscuits. Meanwhile Time keeps on rolling on. 
I hope nothing has happened to Bob,” says Tottie. 
Time stillbusy. Billy looksat the time-table and finds that as we 
ave lost our train we have three hours to wait, and thinks that 
we had better do something or other. He suggests lunch. We 
have it. Then coffee and liqueurs. 
Perhaps he’s drowned,” says the Dook Snook. 


Awfully shabby. 


We stare at one another in dismay. Lardi looks in her purse 
and frowns, Tottie fingers her watch chain, Billy gazes pensively 
on his signet ring. 

This is too awful f 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR 


SLOPER’S PILLS 


PRICE 3" PER BOX (50 PILLS). 


SLoner's PILLS ARE MADE FROM THE PRE- 

SCRIPTION OF AN EMINENT PHYSICIAN 
PRACTISING IN THE WEST END OF LONDON, 
and will be found invaluable in cases of Liver Complaint. Indiges- 
tion, all Stomachic Affections, Giddiness, Nervousness, Shortness 
of Breath, Costiveness, Headache, bho Blotches on the Skin, 
Pimples, Debility, Disturbed Nights, Unp! t Dreams, Bilious- 
ness, Want of Tone, all Female Complaints, etc. ~ 


A MESSAGE FROM INDIA. 


July 10th, 1895. 


William Evans, engine-driver, Bombay, 
India, desires to state that after taking two 
boxes of your Sloper's Pills, the indigestion 
from which he has suffered for years has 
entirely left him. No family or home, in his 
opinion, is complete or saje from iliness without 
having a stock of these truly Wonderful Pills at 
hand. 


Messrs. GURDEN ¢€ CO. 


IF YOUR CHEMIST DOES NOT KEEP SLOPER’S PILLS 
SEND 932 IN STAMPS TO 


THE PROPRIETORS, 


GURDEN & Co., 


68 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C., 
AND A BOX WILL BE SENT IMMEDIATELY. 


THE AGE OF LOVE. 

“THIS yere ‘Age of Love’ discussion,” said the old man who 
was waiting fora shave, as he looked up from the well-thumbed 
and here and there soap-spotted newspaper peculiar to every 
barber's shop, “tairly takes my hind wheel off. Sich tarnation rot 
1 never did read! so 'elp my good garden stuff, 1 never did!” 

“ Don't believe in love being peculiar to any age, eh?” said the 
atout man in his shirtsleeves, who was rubbing the place where the 
barber had notched his chin with a little lump of alum. 

“Not me! I berleeve it’s not for a age, but for all time. as old 
Shakespeare said ; and where families is properly constitooted——” 

“What d’yer mean by a constitosted!” interrupted the 
man in the operating chair, with a furrow of grey chipped hair 
lying on his nose. 

“T mean where the old female keeps her Sroper place, an’ don't 
want to be a Noo Woman,” replied the old chap with the Ztle. 
“Now, jest look at mean’ my old Dutch. We've always got along 
rippin'ly and loved each other like toffee, and all because 1 had a 
bay pd understandin’ at the start out.” 

“How was that?” inquired the alum man. 

“I'll tell yer how it was,” responded the old ‘un. “On the 
mornin’ after me and ’Lizabeth was married | woke uv fust. Then 
' woke her up, and called her attention to where the two chairs on 
which we'd put our clothes was standin’—her clothes on one chair, 
and mine on the other. ‘Now, ’Lizabeth,’ says 1, ‘there's all the 
clothes the firm Get up and take which lot yer like; 
but mind, the lot you takes is the lot you'll have to stick to for the 
rest of yer life.’ Liz never hesi a minnit. She gets up, and 
sayin’, *‘ John, I’ve been sensibly and properly brought up ; it’s you 
as had better wear ‘em,’ with that she hands me over my 
trowsys, an’ keeps her frock herself. Depend ge it, gents, you 
only hears discussions about the Age of Love in people's houses 
where the old woman wears the—’ 

“Next for shavin’!” yelled the barber, and ended the discussion, 


—_——_e—__—__ 


SOLOMON’S PROVERB, 
THE curate cried, “I pray you, con 


The words that Solomon said— 

Those sapient words—“ Lvok not upon 
The wine when it is red.” 

Young Booze replied, ‘I quite 
That the wise old king was right, 

And the red, red wine shall tempt not me: 


I will always drink the white!” 


TO A FAIR CORRESPONDENT. 


A CERTAIN fair correspondent who signs herself “ PATIENCE 
paca Junction)” has taken upon herself to rally us poetically. 

na nent Italian hand and a sort of tone of pained enquiry, she 
addresses this stirring call to long-suffering us : 


“Oh, say, why sit ye idle? 
When the voice of duty’s loudly calling, 
Oh, say, why sit ye dreaming? 
While the autumn leaves are swiftly falling.” 


*Pon our word, Patience, we hardly know. At first we thought 
it might be nothing more than pure cussed laziness, but looking 
back over the files of glorious //alf Holidays which we have 

sroduced ana given to what would have otherwise been a dull and 
fngubrious world, we don’t think anybody can fairly and truthfully 
lay the charge of chronic laziness at our door. In that case, dear 
Patience, we can only attribute it to the fact that we overdid it 
with the boiled beef and carrots at lunch time—it was a bit of 
too !—anu consequently, more 11Ke going to sleep, a 1a George 
RB. Sims, for twentv minutes with our feet on a chair than entering 
into a aiscussion with you about duty’s voice and falling leaves. 
You may not regard this as a very poetical answer, Patience, but 
we will vouch for it’s being the unvarnished and rugged truth. 
Good afternoon, dear; mind the bottom step! 


J 
as is: 
> : &:: 
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A TALE OF A FARE. 


—~— 


Dowy in the pert of the country where T eame from, Londoners 
are supposed to be particularly sharp, but if you ask me. E never 
saw a more i 

stupider, = thick- : 


te 4 
headed lot of folks —_ or | 
in all my life. a 

The ied hee! 4 
t 


questions hey 
was asked they 7 NI 
didn't under. [UP fp! 
stand. and as for b-pmir iti. [7 
directing a body ma iH | | 
anywhere, why, | fcsaacey pte 
don't believe half | | 5 
of ‘em under- 
stands the 
Queen's English. 
was up in 
London fora week 
in the summer, 
and the tirst day 
I was in town I 
took the tram- 
car from Vauxhall 
Station to Cam- 
berwell, where my 
iste . Restenys 
niece lives—and 2 
nice tidy Indy she —* Sa/ 
is; howsomever, 
as I was a-saying, 
1 got on and sat 
down, = a-waiting 
for the conductor » 
to come and take Ting, ting, ting. 
the money, as 1 
know is the proper way, becos mv son John told meso; he knows, 
After a while I heard a little bell go ting, ting, ting. two or three 
times, and natural like, I thought it was the same as them there 
bicycles, to wake folks up as it were, and minke ‘em get out of the 
way. The bel! kept on a-ringing, and then i heard somebody say 
“Some folks is fools,” and so I thought myself, ‘cos they must 
have heard the bell ring, and why didn't they get out of the 
wa 


a i + 


2 

v-and-by, the same voice as spoke before, shouted out : 
“Some folks is bloomin’ idiots,” and the bell went on a-ringing 
like it were one of them ‘larum clocks gone wrong. 

1 was a-wondering all this time why the conductor didn’t come 
round for his money, but I guessed that may-be he was having a 
chat with the driver. Still. the reopls in the tram-car seemed 
a-looking funnylike at ine,and the bell kept ringing, and some man 
up the other end 
went on saying rude 
things about the 
people who wouldu’t 
get out of the way. 

After a while I saw 
as how it was the 
driver who was 
calling somebody all 
these names which 
1 wouldn't demean 
myself to repeat, and 
I turned toa dressed. 
up doll-thing of a 
woman who aut next 
to me, and said : 

“It's a wonder, 
mum, as them people 
he's a-talking to 
don't know no 
better, ain't it?” 

Then she sniggered 
and giggled like the 
+ cat she was, and says 


ic Ww h 

\ “Why it’s you as 
< \ he's a-talking to!” 

, “Me!” says I, 
flabbergasted as you 
might say. “What 
for?” 

Foe Ai , ain't 
paid your fare,’ says 
she, perky like. 

“It ain't becos 1 
can't,” answered I, “I'm n-waiting for the conductor.” 

“There ain't none on these trams,” says she, “ you've got to put 
it in that there box.” 

And then as I got out my purse and went up to the box, believe 
me or not, all them there people was a-laughing as though it was 
something funny. 

Then I found as how I hadn't no coppers, and I up and asks a 
old gentleman what | was to do. 

“The driver will give you change, mum,” says he, 

So | taps at the window and then hands bim my sixpence, and 
after a bit of rummaging he gives me my change all wrapped up 
in a little paper bag, and I goes back to my seat. 


Taps at the window, 


Then the bell goes a-ringing again, and the driver he shouts 
out: 
“Some ple is too re nery 


bloomin’ silly to live,” 
and I looks round 
the car a-wondering 
who he was abusing 
now, but all the folks 
seemed a-laughing, so 
I turned to the woman 
next me, and says: 
“Who's he a-going 
for now, J} wonder?” 
She nearly chokes 
with sniggling, likethe 
spiteful thing that she 
was, and then says 


Sn 
oe | 


SU 
ake 


she: 

“It'sallalong of you. 
You haven't paid your 
fare yet.” 

“Why didn’t he take 
it?” says I, “1 give 
him the money, didn't 
I? I think as how it's 
him as is the fool.” 

“You've got to put 
it in the box yourself,” 
says she,and I thought 
as how she'd have 
rolled off the seat a- 
laughing. 

“Why couldn'tsome- 
one have said so at 
first, then?” says 1. : p eee 
“T ain’t got no patience with such foolishness. Its bloomin’ rot. 

And then | puts in my ha‘penny, but Pm sure they didu't leave 
off a-giggling and a-laughing for another ten minutes. 

London folks clever, indeed! Well, / dont think so, any- 
how. 


Giggiing and a-lnushing. 


“Please, mum, here's a book, ‘ How to play the pianoforte,’ 
sent from next door, with Mr. Grumpy's compliments.” 


©,° Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those 


of her friends whose portraits have not yet been inserted. 


TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


No, 410.—Miss FLORRIE MERVIL. 


“ A pearl of priceless value.” 
“One loving glance is all I seek.” 
“I hunger but for one sweet smile,” 


—The Dook Snook, 
—tLord Bod, 
—The Hon, Billy. 
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SEASIDE RESORTS, BY ALEXANDRY’S OWN 


CAMERA, see me-es, and you have been abroad. You are a good 
She, Not very ; but I can say “ Yes" in twenty different languages, 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—FRED GROVE, Esq. 
2 a 


No. 16.—St. Leonards, 


~ oa 


Confusion! A, SLOPER should think it was, rather. He has been to every 
watering place on the coast, hunting for the friend of his youth, Fred Grove. No 
soouer in one town than he was told that gentleman and his talented Confusion 
Company bad gone on to the next, and as he had Mra. Sloper and the family with 
him, this was no small matter, However, they got plenty of chauge, and on more 
than one occasion, in his feverish haste, the Eminent quite forgot to settle up at his 
lodgiugs,—confusion again. At last he spotted his geutlemun acting at u seaside 
town. He found Confusion reigning supreme on every hoarding. That evening he 
was at the stage door, “Iam MR, SLOPER, and Mr, Grove is a friend of ny youth,” 
said he with hauteur. “Then all I can say,” replied Cerberus, “is that Mr. Grove 
carries his age uncommon well—make way, there!” cried he, ax that gentleman 
eutered the stage door, *“ Fred!" “ALLY! byall that’s dam——wonderful !” “ Yes, 
laddie, come to interview you, Let me throngh.” “After the show, please,” said 
Mr. Grove, with a groan, anu passed him round to the front. A. SLOPER spread 
himself out in a stall just in time to see the curtain rise on the first piece, Perfection, 
Parts well played, expecially that sustained by a clever young lady, Miss Mabel 
Archdale, who A. SLOPE made a note of, with the iutention of offering her a part 


1 


in the next “ Priv.” burlesque, Of conrse his friend Grove played Blizzard in Confusion, 
as he alone can play it.——(1) The piece over,the clever actor took A.SLOPER to his 
apartments, where we find him with a brim ig goblet ut his elbow, a fit cian in 
his mouth, and notebook in hau "said Mr. Grove, * [ made my first 
appearauce before I was brecched,”  “ My dear Fred, nobody supposed you came tito 
the world without knickers !"—" [ mean ou the stage, Ihave played in every line 
of business in entertainments and plays, from high tragedy to low comedy, farce, 
drama, burlesque, pautomime, prose, rhyme, blank verse, aud patter parts was with 
Tom Thorue all through his Vandeville successes, have impersonated your illustrions 
self at Brighton (“Jove's dread counterfeit,” murmared the Eminent), written f 
the comics and collaborate! with my friend George Thorne in writing A 
pantomimes.” “Ha! that reminds me, Fred; give George a rest and write one 
with me for the ‘Friv.'—Here's a novel plot.—(2) The demon, played, say by 
Alexandry, in dark opening scene, declares he will ruin the prospects of the herv 
——-(3) Played by Tootsie.-—<4) The Fairy Queen by my niece, Evelina—Mrs. >. 
best out of it--declares she will circumvent him.——5) Of course the hero ta a 
swevtheart, this part exther Lardi Lougsox or Tottie—why, Fred, you're a leep. 


THE ELDER’S GIFT OF SECOND SIGHT. 


Pee ge 


co 


(1) “What's come ower us a’, there's been nae bluid spilled in the Parish o' Broocile (2) And something did happen, for the Browside Society 0’ Sons o' Virtue and Ven- pel q@)“ Dang me!" said the sainted man, “ this is vera vers 
for a whole four lang weary days, It's unco’ depressin’, an’ I'm gaun meiancholy-mad. —_ geance coming to expostulate with McNab, descended on him with conseederable velocity, | exheeleratin’, an’ my joy is muckle enhanced by the prov: 
Something's sure tae happen, sure as sure as I'm ap Estuyblished Kirk sanct, That's un‘ he was borne awa, awa, mid stour and boots, and Janguage, and cetera—a good deal  eemity o° the lifeless carcass o° this bottle-uu-ed sou 

Belial.” 


My solemn prophecy.” of cetera, 


ee eS t—‘—~S 
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ls 
Jecing -bhe -Sceer- 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Yes, Ladies and Gentlemen, here I am again. This is not a very original remark, but having Prar receives the cake :—“ No Yankee sauce,” dled Dunrie bold, “I rather quesa that I've been 
just arrived back from the seaside, | feel so pleased to be at my post again that I really cannot = sold" :—A friendly hand our farmers need, Which would prove true i ateecchl fd indeed ere 
\-bye, friends, As 
1 am sure you will 


think of anything fresh, On we go:—The Golfists met in grand array At Scarborough, the other 
diay :—The age of Love—well, no one knows, He's very ancient, I suppose :—Caught in the act was 


tallish words from Mra, May, Caused Master Barber great dismay.—Well, yoor 
Happy guy, And for his misdeeds has to vay:—Both pear and apple prizes take, But Master 


half our stat! are Isid up with the measles 1 cannot really stop to say more, 
excuse me under the circumstances——THKE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


YOUNG ENGLAND. 


@Say, Nuoky, why don't yon advertise your head as a skating- 
rink for flies, 


First Crusty Passenger. Isn‘t the dog-box the proper place for aud mark it fourpence a turn? 


enrs? 
Seeund Crus . Then why, my good sir, do you pay se 
much fee callway torn hi : 


WX Vee 
BOW Fee , ~. 
eX é Ca+ ‘ 2S 
- ‘ ” . oe ae —, 
~- _ as — 
nih 70 eS 
4 MH ; —. Booking Clerk, Change a sovereien! Why there's ovly 8 
Cousin Bob. T hope you'll invite me to your wedding, Loule, peuuy to taxe. Haven't ye vot a penny ? 
J Loute, Gh! T don't know. Father's taken such a dislike to poor “Ma, dear, when dadda said there was such a lot of zoedone in the air bere, did he mean all that Topertey (in his usual condition), S--Wt) Sonnie 1 T thought 
ack that it'll just be as much as I can do to get there myself | froth?” 


this was vailway xtaxhion, not pop-ahop, 
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WE are pleased to hear that the Harmsworth-Jackzon Expedi- 
tion is well on its way to the North Pole, Under these cireum- 
stances, we feel com. 
pelled to make a gen 
erous offer—viz., upon 
the individual who 
first succeeds in 
climbing the Pole, we 
shall have — much 
pleasure in bestowing 
our “Award of 
Merit.” *,* 


THERE areso many 
rumours prevalent at 
the present moment 
of infernal machines 
being discovered in 
most of the chief 
cities of Europe that 
we are inclined to 
look upon the origi- 
nators of the sane as 
infernal Ivete. 


s 

A CONTEMPORARY 
announces the fact 
that Tasker, Pills. 
bury, Tchigorin and 
Steinitz have been 
chosen to participate 
in the Chess Tourna- 
ment to be held in 
St. Petersburg. This 
is nll very well, 
But what has A. SLoPER done to be shelved thus brutally? 


ANY evening you are in the neighbourhood of Islington take our 
advice ana weigh into the Agricultural Hall. The Mohawk 
Minstrels are really giving a capital entertainment and deserve 
patronage, * 


THE Tord Mayor of London considers that the French are a 
warm-hearted and generous race, Just so. Butafterthe sumptuous 
luncheons and dinners provided him, could he have well thought 
otherwise ? *\° 


THE cycling craze among women is said to affect the free library 
wonderfully, Young ladies who were at one time busy discussing 
the latest novel, are now intent upon traversing the country on 
bicycles and in knickers, ee 

s 


WE are one and all pleased to welcome W. S. Willard's re- 
Appearance in the Metropolis. He has been far too long absent 
from the city 
which was the 
first to appreciate 
his talents. In 
Alabama he is 
immense. Pay a 
viait to the Gar- 
rick, by all means, 


s 

Or the German 
Fmperor, — Lord 

nsdale = says: 
“His perception, 
energy, compre 
hensivenenss, 
memory and fore- 
sight, are unique 
and incomparable, 
and it is in men 
of genins alone 
that these quali- 
ties are thus 
found united.” 
And yet Lord 
Lonsdale has 
never been known 
to utter a single 
word in favour 
of A, SLOPER, the 
acknowledged 
genius of the age. 


Wecull the following from the advertisement columns of the 
Daily Telegraph: 
CLERK REQUIRED immediately bya firm of 
 _ chartered encumbrances to act as STEWARD and 
COOK.—Apply employment, Must be thoroughly experienced 
in stockbrokers’ accounts.—Aarress D. B., care of Brown's, 4 
Little George Street. Westminster, 


We have spent many sieepless nights in endeavouring to solve this 
problem. Possibly there are those among our ers who are 
able and willing to enlighten us upon the subject, 


THE Turkish-Armenian question has terminated in a complete 
victory fur Lord Salisbury. Long may the English reign. 


a 
Fo.ks are flocking back from the seaside. Consequently 
the London music-halls are doing big business, The Metropolitan 
is at present aoing exceptionally 
well. We regret to hear, though, 
that Henri Clarke has severed his 
connection with this hall, 
ees 
s 
THE champion gas-bag, James 
Corbett, has announced to the 
whole civilized world that his 
training for his next fight has been 
interfered with owing to a slight 
accident whilst cycling. Some spite- 
ful persons may | seg express 
their regret that the accident was 
only a slight one, 
+9 
advertisement for 
Tord Dunraven asserts 
that if he nad taken the advice of 
the Editor of Larks! he would 
never have taken the Valkyrie 1/1. 
across the herring-pond. Does the 
itor know the Yankees? Well, 
just a little bit. 
ees 


ANOTHER 
Tarks! 


Ir it is terrible to read an 
account of a tire at sea, how much 
more is it to hear of a fire in which 
seven lives were lost almost in 
the mouth of the Thames? There 
will undoubtedly be a committee of enquiry appointed on the Juna 
tragedy. We are eagerly awaiting the result of their investigations, 


THE Shahzada was evidently ‘hs reluctant to tear himself away 
from Parisian gaieties as London pleasures, He seems tuo be 
altogether infatuated with European loveliness, 
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THF. Senside Season ia fast drawing toa close, as eon ensily be 
seen by the hurrying back of loveliness to town, The modern 
girl does not believe in wast- -—— 
ing her time on a barren 
wilderness, as the sands and 
piers are fast becoming. er- 
tainty not! At the present 
period she can tind better 
sport in London without 
much seeking, ie 


= 


s 
For a prince reputed to be 
rich in Africa, Khama is tour- 
ing this country on extremely 
economical lines, He is put- 
ibs | up at the cheapest hotels 
and drinking at the cheapest 
taverns, Up to the present, 
though neither the Sloper 
Arms nor the Black Dog have 
been honoured with his pat- 

ronage, *,* 


THE Sea Serpent has been 
reen again, hia time it is 
credited with the possession 
of two heads. What a thing it is to be able to see double! 
Whisky has a lot-to answer for. 

2s 
s 

THE big battle between the English and American athletes is 
fast apermching: It is to be hoped that the English will be 
uccorded fair play on this occasion. If 80, we have no doubt as 
to the result. oe 


As far as impudence is concerned America is excelling itself. 
We have just received a comic journal from that country con- 
pining about twenty illustrations culled from English sources, 
Keep it up, Jonathan ! ° 


WE would warn backers against supporting the Skunk for the 
Cesarewitch. He might. if allowed, make a decent show. Un- 
fortunately, though, the Skunk is not even entered for the race. 

ss 


Wr have yet another instance of the capture of a burglar by 
a female. If this sort of thing continues we shall have to recruit 
our police force from the fair sex. 

ss 
e 

Isn't it about time that the Government stepped in to prevent 
this idiotic railway race to the north? After two or three hundred 
lives have ar sacri- 
ticed, some notice may . aan 
possibly be taken of the Ne 
subject. se a S- 

ml : : 


fe Crumpling Edi- ¢ 
fice has this day con- 
ferred his “Award of LS 


it 

bootiful ?— 
‘or Charity’s sake. 

Now, if you could only 
be persuaded to inter- 
duce a bit of Charity 
into your 
nature, 
what’ 
Alexandry is 
ick active, 
ut he had 

to exercise all 
his nimble- 
ness to evade 
that sweeping 


blow from the gamp of ajustly-offended and highly indignant parent. 
ss 
e 


The greatest sporting match ot the season has just been ratified. 
Prepare yourset fora paralyzer. Before the end of the year the 
Valkyrie III. Britannia, and Tovtsie Belle are going to sail a 
Ou the Tete Bethe Hr ER CUD. Weaeating at iremnt in 2. 
ie Belle, e Prince o! though, i 
yacht should be favourite, We shall i ~ mh 
ss 
s 
IN spite of the fact that Penley’s name does not a th 
bills, Charley's Aunt still piatiuhes to attract al aie 


admirers. e fully expect this bright littl I 
rahi wie : : ight little comedy to run weil 
e 


The Chili Widow at the hitherto unfortunate Royalt 
likely to sy - a brilliant success. id etrkdeag ts shendy 
for two eompanies to tour t! rovinces, and I: 
intends giving a matinee at Brighton. ‘ i as 


PHEASANT shooting commences on Tuesday, and don’t you for- 
get it. A. SLOPER's private address is “The ildeweries,” Batter- 
sua, where he 
will be before 
the next 
“ HaLF- HOLI- 
DAY” is 

published. 
‘urther com- 
ments are 
needless, The 
Eminent, 
one, pre- 
ers his game 
rather below 
the average 
state of game- 
ness than 
above it. 
ss 


THE Yankee 
game of Spoof 
has been 
brought to a 
successful 
issue, They 
meant to win 
the America 
Cup by fair 
means or foul, ij ’ 
and have done ‘ff; 
su. We wish 
them luck of 
their bargain. 
Will Dunraven have another cut in for the Cup? To use R. G, 
Knowles's favourite expression 3 “Pr'aps, p'r'aps not.” 


THR young King of Spain has recently met and defeaed 
bishop ina game of billiards, We shall next hear of A. SLOPEK 
doing ditto to the Pope. 


(Saturday, September 28, 1995, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs, 


A CALENDAR POR THE WERK ENDING OcToBER STO, 1395, 
a i 


29th September, 1604.—This day the act of tha 
James 1, against Witehes came into operation, and 
cruelties were perpetrated on poor old women, 


30th Septemper, B.O. G1.—“The unrivalled triumph. 
PoMPEY THE GREAT, during two days having concluded Yaad 
of thirty years, in which he had vanquished, slain, wae 
2,183,000 men, sunk, or taken 846 ships, reduced 1538 towers 

fortresses, nnd subdued the countries between the Maotiat iW ! 
and the Red Sea.” sneae 


1st October, 1206.—King Henry III. of England. who y 
born this day, could not, it is said, bear to be iu a room here the: 
was a cat, even though he might not see it. ys 


2nd October, 1771.—The Duke of Cumberland this «j,, 
married Mrs. Horton. The lady is-described by Horace W1,,,. 
as x young widow of twenty-four, extremely pretty ana well-nig! i 
and remarkable for the grent length of her eyelashes, with 1 ace 
most artful and coquettish eyes, but had ho reason to slang 


herself on having conquered a man so intellectually weak, 


3rd October, 1792.—The Pantheon Theatre in Oxford Strovg 
was this day burnt down, The present building has seen tua, 
changes, and from oemg a picture guitery and bazaar, is Ania 
wine-merchant's. Some of the pore from the art gallery Rae 
afterwards exhibited by Mr. Charles Morton at the Canterbury Hist! 


4th October, 18'70.—George Chalmers was this day exect.. 
within the walls of Perth county prison for the murder of the til. 
keeper at Blackhill. He declared his innocence to the last, |” 


&th October, 1233.—Gesner tells us that in 14971 pike was 
caught in a pond near Harlbrum, in Suabia, with a brass ring at it, 
gills,on which were engraved these words: “I am the first tish 
mrion Vredere the = beh a of ers Adenia put into this pon: 

tober Sth, 1233.” It would appear from this that the pike j,./ 
then lived upwards of 260 years. a oh ket 


— 


TRIVIAL TOUCHES. 
No. 1—ToUCHING THE PROPHET, 
A MAN brimming o'er 
With a mighty big store 
Of most wonderful lore 
Is the Prophet: 
Re can tell in advance 
All the things that will chance 
On the earth's wide expanse— 
Yea, and off it! 
He swears he can beat, ut toretelling the weather, 
All the meteorologists bundled together. 
To his vision Inid bare are the wet and the fair: 
Yet, in spite of his far-seeing eye, 
He is minus a gamp wnen the weather is damp, 
And he bears one on days that are dry ! 


Poring eariy and late 
O'er the weird Books of Fate, 
He can tell you the date, 
Hy deduction, 
When the sin-stricken world 
With the smoke round it curled, 
Will _be suddenly hurled 
To destruction, 
The earth, he is certain as certain can be, 
Will be burnt in the year Nineteen-hundred-and-three! 
And we hear him with fear, as the fact he makes clr: 
But our uread ia a trifle diminished 
When we find he, last '80, gave reasons as weighty 
Why the world must ere '90 be finished ! 


At the King, Queen and Jack 
Ina De La Rue's pack, 
Or the stars in their truck, 
He takes glances ; 
Then glibly proceeds, 
And triumphantly reads 
All your coming misdeeds 
And mischances : 
Or with equal stulidity, careless and calm, 
Maps your future right out by the lines on your palm! 
But the Prophet's physician will make no admission 
Concerning the soothsayer's skill ; 
For the Prophet can't state any definite date 
When—he'll settle his medical bill ! 


tw isecaep,. 
Weredib|,. 


And captured 


A SWISS MAIDEN. 

THERE was an indescribable air of cockneyism about him, fron 
the crown of his three-and-ninepenny deerstalker to the lnces 
his Holywell Street trotter-cases, and he trod the native land «: 
old Bill Tell for the first time. As evening came on, and the eld: 
goat ot the herd ran round clattering his bell as though announ:~ 
ing “Time, gentlemen, please,” to the younger Rillies of the tloch. 
Bartholomew W. Bowersox —for we will no longer conceal |i. 
identity—came to a little wayside hut, the last one it seemed alors 
the dismal rond that led to a lonely trail through the mighty 
canyons beyond—canyons to the right of him, canyons to the lett 
of him, solid and sundered. At the door of the little hut stools 
sunny-haired girl with eyes bluer than turquoise ever was. 

“Good evening, fair one,” cried Benjamin, producing 1 tanner 
from his pocket, “fetch me, I pray thee, a noggin of unskimmed. 

Having tirst “tried " the coin bet ween her teeth, the maiden obese, 
and the cool milk hissed as it glissaded down his parched throat. | 

* Are you not lonely out here at the foot of yon great mount. 
hensked. “Don’t you long at times to eee somebody going by - ‘ 

“M’sieu forgets,” replied the maiden, “we can always leek «! 
and see the mountain pass !" 

* 


® e e * bd 
In the morning the cowherds, on their way to the village pum). 
found her lifeless corse lying across the doorstep in a pool of -0-1-" 
—gore. She had sprung her joke on the wrong man. Barthole- 
mew W. Bowersox did all these little things himself for Sédeapé«'- 
ting Bits, and his nerves positively couldn't stand it! 


_ 


A SOUL'S YEARNING. — 

AGATHA sate by the window, gazing wearily into the garden 
mellowed by autumn, and sighed, She wasa woman with a sou. 
the only daughter of foolishly indulgent parents, and the fleetin« 
of the sunshine and the coming of the mists of winter seemed to 
crowding all the joy out of her fair young life. Listleasly =! 
watched a spider—a big spider—come hand over hand down one “1 
the many silken ropes it had spun from a tall bee-blown suntlow: 
toa sturdy “ Marvet of Peru.” In the middle of the web it he : 
tated. An intruding spider had dropped in to omaha ale . 
begun on what was left of yesterday's blowtly. Indignantly hin 
rightful owner grabbed the interloper by the ears, and, giving 1" 
a good shaking, slung him out of the web into a cold, gloom; 
world of a ragged bed of nasturtiums, all going to sced. ; (of 

Agatha felt like a slung-out spider: she was not loved. - 
course, her parents ioved her—loved her passionately—but pare! 
love don't count. ‘ “what is 

“Oh, weary, miserable soul!” she muttered, tragically, “ W th me 
there in this callous, mundane world that would solace all ee 
bi eerie a satisfy a girl's wildest longings and fill the achi"'s 
void within?” ‘ve 

“Why, dear, you'll have your dinner in half an hour, andy 
told cook to make plenty of those apple dumplin’s you're s0 fone 

Heaven bless marertamutias tor those kindly words, t ee 
Agatha only shrugged her shoulders pettishly aud sighed atre: 
remember, she was not loved. 


> 
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’ARRY THE ARRY-STOCRAT. 


civ ioet custers now buy their Sunday carts, carriages, ctc., of 
42 firly prosperous the best West End makers, 
Airn—“ THE CosTER’s MUVVER.” 
(With ethics after Elen.) 


~ Tunis yere'’s the 
¢ me. sort o’ turn- 
ourt, h'y? 
Luckesurious, 
but not lowrd. 
A heckwhipage 
wot és all g’y, 
And sort o’ does 
yer prowrd. 
Tomake my feller- 
costers squirm 
I orders char- 
riets strite 
From off the best- 
est West End 


firm: 
And right bang 
up ter dite. 


CHoRvs. 

And that's the 
sorter ker- 
rid wot a 
bloke wants, 
h'y? 


ae — _yer 
look all g'y 
Upon ther Sab- 
rf dy. 

As fur as me and the Row's concerned 

(Like Gus., the coster’s guide). 
If this cart ain't a-goin’ in, 

Why, this bloke stops ourtside. 


—e——. 


A NIGHT'S TPAGBDe: _— ‘ 

‘Twas a wild and awesome night—such a night, in fact, as is 
ha aly selected by every respectable author for the popes 
Fon of some deed of blood. Dark clouds scudded rapidly across 
1e face of a cold, watery moon, a chill wind whist drearily 
reugh the vranches of the fast-thinning trees, and a tew heavy 
rops that now began to fall with increasing rapidity betokened a 
ming storm, 
He “ee shivered slightly as he strode out upon the second 
his lonely beat, and drew his cape yet more closely about 
is manly form, Suddenly borne upon the rising breeze came the 
sund of heavy footsteps in the distance—heavy, plodding, laboured 
jotsteps they seemed—anu, ucting upon some strange, inexplicable 
instinct, PC. J 299 stepped into the shadow of the hedge, and 
‘sited silently for the approach of the belated wayfarer. The 
moon shone out for a moment from a bank of clouds as he passed 
a brawny, evil-eyed ruffian, bending beneath the weight of the 

led sack he bore upon his shoulders. : 

To step trom his concealment and follow with stealthy, cat-like 
read was the natural im- 
ulse of P.C, J 299, and he 
as not kept long in doubt 
s to the ruffian’s inten- 
ions. Turning from the 
yadside intoa narrow lane, 
e climbed a fence, and 
nally deposited his burden 
1 a wide, lonely field, and, 


me 
nlooker could no longer 
joubt was @ grave, 
Hidden behind a clump 
bushes, the young guar- 
ian of the law watched 
ie o¢hastly work with 
ited breath, until, wiping Pieseiteoeds 
lw moisture from his brow, the digger threw down the snovel and 
ngged the sack into the excavation. Then, with one tiger-like 
vund, the gallant watch sprang upon him ; there was a smothered 
urse. 0 brief struggle, and the miscreant lay prone upon the sod, 
tretched senseless dy a blow from the ready truncheon. In an 
torn open the mouth of the sack, and as he 


a 


istant P.C. J 299 h ; 

id so his fingers touched something cold and clammy within, and 

¢ hastily withdrew his hand. Horror! it was stained with blood ! 

ie shook the awful sack gingerly, and saw that his worst fears 

es ; it contained the gory, mutilated pieccs of a human 

runk ! 

Just then the stunned man stirred, and sat up feebly. 

~ What—what’s the matter?” he‘asked, stupidly. 

“Murderer!” shouted P.C, J 299, “1 know all! Who is your 

laughtered victim ?” 

The light of returning reason came into the fallen man’s eyes. 

* Murderer—slaughtered victim,” he repeated. “ D'ye mean that 

ck! Why, that’s a whole lot o’ meat out o’ my shop that the 

spector condemned as being unfit for human food ; and here, 
dif you amt bin and arf killed me for buryin’ of it! I'll‘ave 

e lor of you for this, young fellow.” 

And he did, 


—_——_—.——_——_ 


BELLES OF THE BUFFET. 
No, 55.—TuE REGENT GIRL, EASTCHEAP. 
‘ I MADE a stay, a jovial 
z stay, 
A_two-weeks’ stay at 
Margate, 
And Cupid there tried 
every day 
To make my heart his 


target. 
But in that heart an 
amorous whirl 
The Margate maids 
e never ; 
For the Regent Girl, the 
Regent Girl 
Was regent there for- 
ever ! 


At Brighton, Hastings, 
Eastbourne, Deal, 
The fair some predi- 
lection 
For me displayed, and 
sought with zeal 
To win my soul's affec- 
tion. 
But to wean my heart's 
love from its pearl 
_In vain did these endeavour; 
For the Regent Girl, the Regent Girl 
Was regent there forever ! 


Each lady's love (1 cannot guess 
In what unscheming manner) 
I seem to win: yet, none the less, 
No maid shall e’er the banner 
Of love within my heart unfurl, 
No maid my heart shall eever 
From the. Regent Girl, the Kegent Girl, 
Who is regent there forever | 


ALLY SLOPER’'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX, 


—— 
Broapway, New York, 
Scptember 7th, 1895. 
DEAR SLoPER,—1 have just returned from witnessing the first 
of the races for the America Cup. Of course, you know the result ? 
We won hands down. We haven't finished yet, though. We 
intend mutilating the Valkyrie Lag bares recognition before we 
have done with her. Why don't you bring over the Zvotsie Belle ? 
We can promise you a very warm reception.—Yours always, 
A Son or JONATHAN, 


——— 


THE DIARY OF A FLAT. 
(Continued), 
I GIVE A TEA-PARTY. 

Aas! dear, dear diary, I had hoped ere this to be able to record 
a reconciliation with my Aunt Keziah, but I grieve to ray, through 
no fault of my own, that wished-for consummation has not yet 
been arrived at. 

I do assure you, trusty confidant of my inmost thoughts, that I 
had none but the very best intentions in giving my tea-party. I 
felt it incumbent on me to make some return for the numerous 
kindnesses shown me by my new friend, Mr. Wilkinson. I accord- 
ingly asked him if he would be so good as to come to tea with moe 
one evening about five. He said, * Well, sonny, slops ain't much 
in my line, but 1 don’t mind trying what I can do ; and look here, 
ee round one or two of the boys, and we'll make a night 
o 


1 own, dear diary, that I was a little hurt. at his careless manner 
of accepting my invitation, and I also considered it somewhat of a 
liberty for him to ask his friends, but I did not like to say go, and 
1 mooesiog'y resolved to make the best of it. 1 had never given a 
tea-party before, and I was rather in doubt as to the proper 
provision to make for such an entertainment. I could not lower 
my page sufficiently to appeal to = aunt, and I doubt even if she 
would have assisted, so I accordingly took the maid Rebecca into 
my confidence. She said she thought mutftins were the correct 
thing, and suggested that the somewhat satisfying dish should be 
flanked with a plate of shrimps, and another of pastry—those at 
seven for sixpence she thought would answer the pur, Fi 
jucliingiy Or en patra cpeeenk Ml bet thocaean vai 

nvitingly in my own private a a e muftins, whic’ 
Rebecca had agreed to toast. , 

A little after five [ heard my aunt 7; “Rebecca, there are a 
parcel of disreputable-looking men standing on our doorstep, go 
out and tell them to go a 

obeyed, but « few moments later I heard a roar of 
laughter, and going to the door I encountered Mr. Wilkinson and 
three of his friends coming up the‘stairs, whilst my aunt stood 
glaring after them from below. 

“1 say,old man,” said Mr. Wilkinson, snaking me by the hand, 
“ this is a nice sort of reception ; who's the old ‘un? she wanted to 
give us in charge 

I explained that the lady in question was my aunt, and that she 
was a bit eccentric at times, whereupon he laughed and tapped his 
forehead significantly. “ Ah! touched vas here, eh, old boy?” he 
said, “1 thought so; ta, ta, old lady! keep your wig on, there's a 
good old soul!” 

My aunt slammed the door angrily, and I ushered in my guests 
and rang for the tea. 

Rebecca responded. * Oh, if you please, sir,” she said, “1'm very 
sorry, but imissia re as she won't ‘ave no muffins toasted by ‘er 
fire, und she’s raked it.all out and locked up the coal, so you can't 
‘ave no ‘ut water ror the tea.” 

“Dear, dear, this is very sad,” said Mr. Wilkinson, gravely, 
“you'll really have to get a straight waistcoat for that aunt of 
yours, old man ; shall we go down and put her under restraint?” 

I eaid I was gid obliged for the offer, but I couldn't think of 
pes them to the trouble, and Mr. Wilkinson thereupon kissed 

as some sort of consoiation, anu suggested tnat we snouid 
try the muffins cold. 

We managed after some difficulty to boil a little water over the 
gas-jet, but the cold muftins did not seem to go down well, and [ 
ferr the pastry was not quite us tresh as it might have been. The 
shrimp man, too, I found. had also imposed upon me, for as one of 
the party snid, they were decidedly “ gamey,” so that the meal was 
not quite the success it should have been. 

After it was over, Mr. Wilkinson borrowed a couple of sovereigns 
from me, and going out with a friend returned with some bottled 
beer, several dozen oysters, a ket of cigars, several bottles of 
whisky, and a pack of cards. They taught me a game called penny 
nap, at which I lost thirty shillings, and then we had supper, after 
which one of the gentlemen played humorous melodies on my 
harmonium, and we all sang the choruses. Just as we were in the 
middle of one that goes something like “ La tiddley hiddley, lum 
di dum di doo,” the door was pushed open, and my aunt and two 
constables stood upon the threshold. 

“Policeman,” she said, “turn these men out of my house—erery 
one of them.” 

I don’t quite remember what happened then, but I have a dim 
recollection of finding myself strolling somewhere in the Wert- 
End of London arm-in-arm with Mr. Wilkinson; but the next 
morning I woke up in his apartments, and observed nim asleep in 
the opposite bed. I felt simply AWFUL, 

it must have been the oysters. 


(Zo be continued next week.) 


— 


SEASIDE SONNETS. 
No. 14.—BRIGHTON ABANDONED, 
Every year in the summer time 
Lothario went to Brighton, 
And there with many a pleasure prime 
His roystering heart did lighten, 
But the chief delight which lured him there 
(And a fulness of bliss he found it) 
Was to chatter and flirt with the maidens fair 
Who in shoals on the beach abounded, 


In nineteen hundred and three, A.D., 
Lothario went, ut semper, 

To Brighton beach ; but a sight saw he 
Which disturbed his genia temper. 

That crowded coast, as in years before, 
Was with fathers and children laden, 

But in all the length of the Brighton shore 
There was never an upgrown maiden ! 


Three dismal days on the beach he strolled, 
Yet maidenless all he found it: 

So he craved the cause froma boatman old, 
And the marvel was thus expounded. 

“The girls who for holidays once came hero 
Are not now for the seaside caring ; __ 

They are roving about on their bikes this year 
For the pleasure of bloomer-wearing !" 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS, 


“SHorT and Suite” : A dwarfish prince and his retinue. 

ScoPE for Medical Men : Stetho-scope, - 

PARADOX.—A dyspeptic acrobat taking summer-salts in winter. 

IRVING is no doubt a well-known actor, but you tind Tree in 
every STREET. 

A GREAT MIS8-TAKE : seryne an Amazon. 

Mem. on the American Cup Fiasco: When shall we have 
Dun-raven’ about it? 


sil 
THE BRIGANDS. 


ee 


CHAPTER II. 

Deep down in the heart of Constantia ¢] Sorroto was implanted 
a respect for Carolus Luigi Correggio which (. L. C. knew not of, 
and which the fair 
Constantia was de- 
termined that he 
would not dream 
of till she was 
satistied that he 
was worthy of it 
from her point of 
view, 

Her point of 
view was a very 
fierce and sangui- 
nary point of view. 
The pastoral and 


ul go 
tion followed by 
Carolus Luigi 
Coreggio was hate- 
ful to her. Sho 
respected Correg- 
gio for his .appear- 
ance, but she con- 
temued him be- 
because of the 
humble occupation 
he followed. Con- 
stantia admired 
Selig ap 
jow y brigands 
in general, and 
that of Giuseppe 
Bolero in parti- 
cular, Dut she . 
liked not Giuseppe Bolero, though she dissembled her dislike. 

Constantia el Aoerous respected Correggio much ; but she loved 
decorative dress more. 

Bolero was a bold brigand, but he ignored the use of soap; he 
was picturesque, but terribly dirty ; and therefore Constantia 
dissembled. She preferred a bold brigand, but she would have 
liked a clean one for choice. She believed that Carolus Luigi 
Correggio would suit continue to wasn himself even if he were a 
brigand ; therefore she resolved that he should become a brigand 
if she had any influence over him ; and to discover if she had that 
influence was her determination, as she wended heriway down the 
rugged path to the rocky point where Carolus had been piping out 
his sorrows. 

“Good morrow, good piper,” cried Constantia, gaily, as she 
rounded a huge boulder, and came unexpectedly on the lonely 

- sheep herd, 

“Good morrow, 
fair Constantia,” 

ni Carolus, 


Constantia el Sorroto, 


gloomily. 

“Ha why 80 

loomy, good youth? 
You look as if you 
had i cause for 
grief,” laughed the 
fair Constantia, as she 
flung herszlf care- 
lessly on the grass 
beside him. 

“Have I not good 
cause for grief!” said 
Carolus, as he looked 
towards her. : 

“I see none,” said 
Constantia, : 

“I love you,” said 
Carolus. 

“Good lack! that 
should be no cause 
for great grief, or Iam 
poorly compli- 
mented,” laughed 
Constantia, 

“You love me 
OO Gent! tl 

“Gently, gently, 
good youth; I do 
not recollect that you 
have asked the ques- 
tion whether I do or 
not.” 

“ But let me ask you, do you love me——?” é 

ieee gently—still more gently. Your question is now too 
abrupt.” v 

Constantia, I love you devotedly—have loved you long. To 
you the avowal may seem abrupt ; but——"” , 2 

“ Stay,” said Constantia. “Itis abrupt. But will consider the 
question, and it must be done ina sensible way. You love me?” 

“ Devotedly ! madly!" said Carolus, : 

“ And would probably marry me?” said Constantia, 

“ At once—within two hours.” E 

“ And would at once instal me as queen of the magnificent hovel 
in which you are content to grovel.” 

“ 1 would work—I would go hence—I——” 

“ Bah ! you would hire a piano-organ and a monkey, and I would 
wear a red pocket- 
handkerchiefaround 
my head, and bang 
the merry tambou- 
rine. Carolus, the 
picture is not attrac- 
tive. 

“We still could 
live,” said Carolus, 
sadly, 
“And starve as 
well. It is not to 
be, good Carolus. Go 
home, good boy. 
Leave me alone for 
awhile. Go, get your 
super, 
arolus strode 
surlily down the 
mountain side. Her 
words had reminded 
him that he was 
hungry—a fact that 
his love only par- 
tially — obliterated. 
He was scarce two 
hundred yards away 
from Constantia 
when a fierce head 
made its appearance 
close to where she 
sat, and while a 
nervous hand 
clutched a knife, a , 2 sab 
hoarse voice hissed at the woman, “Ha! perfidious miscreant 

“ How d’ye do, Giuseppe Bolero!” remarked Constantit, as she 

nodded her head merrily to that gentieman. 
(10 be continued newt week.) 


Piping out his sorrows, 


Clutchel a knife. 


312 ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY:. 
THE “F.0.8." PORTRAIT GALLERY. THE BIG WHEEL AGAIN. 
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Pater. Take these words to heart, my sou—s!.: 
aim bigher than the mark you hope tu attain, | |... 
mr eaiy of the Bok. 1 ; 
. I suppose you went for girls’ 1... 
then, dad, when you were a youngster. a 
(Pocket money suspended nest t.+m 


Vol. X: 


No, 30M. HW. M.S corr, FOS, 

“15 a familiar figure in commercial rooms, and has a big repre 
tution in the eyeling work, Has travelled the country 
throughout, chiefly with the aid of the bieyele, Is esteemid 
ly everyone that knows him. Is very fond of a spree, and can 
stand a decent amount of Scotch whisky, Is very fond of 
3. SLoveEn, and indulges in * Unsweetened’ at every oppore 
tunity. Is not in the slightest degree conceited ; but so far as 
bieyeling knowledlye is concerned, is willing to back himself 
avainst the workl, Chiefly because he isa champion, LLM, Scott. 
was created F.O.S., and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ presented 
tu him June Ist, 1895,."—Debrett Linproved, 


Ti IWS 


. tT inclined to take a journey on the Wheel ? lM. / 
rg gl cece gees id r : A daughter of Eve, und no Adam about to have vue 
He, Well, you see, my beter half objects. of ber apples. 


Eye sret 


THE NEWEST WOMAN, 
TRAM 


GQ 
ws 
YY 


MENO—HE-—CAN’T. 
Professtonat. T have a large and growing family, aid can't 
find food to feed them. 
Artisan, We row in the same boat, old man, / can't even 
Jind {vod for myzelf—so 1 work for it. 


ay 
% 
: Boy 7 ry, Y 
MA Oe 
OA fy hf li Lan tila. ENN) - 
Yuung Wife. 1 like smokeless powder, Jon't you, J. hn? ¢ iad se 
phous also emokcless play be BE KIND TO ANIMALS—ALWAYS. 


“ Please, Mr. Bookseller, have you got “How to get on with 
ibe nek oat ee eee en eee OH, JERUSALEM! GIRLS BILLY'S PROPOSED To. 
>, v " ce 4fi 

inclined, ii 
on Monda 
enthusiasn 


Smythe, What is the difference het ween our friend over the way 
striving after the thistle and the vetcran Emperor Francis- 
HARD TO “PART” WITH. Joseph ? 


Stones Brokes, Esq. (with tears in his cwsy They say “Sweet Browne, V'm afraid I must give it up. This girl really did love the Hon. Billy, but It wa # 
are the uses of wiversity,” but never thought JF should be reduced Smythe, Why, oue'’s an ass-tryin’ and the other is an ‘Orse- when he insisted upon monopolising all the “Yea, sir; it is dreadfuuy damage. ” The N. 
to “parting with my ob grandfather's comb,” tryan, Ha, ha, ha!—.ee ? Bath buns, well, she simply chucked him, done during the Crom'It wealth. ‘¢ New Wome 


Ma-culine profe 
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